CHAPTER 47 


May 30, 2011 


“What the hell is wrong with you people!?” 


Chie had rushed into homeroom that morning, news of Justin’s disappearance on 
her tongue. She told everyone how the front door to Justin’s house was wide open, 
how he hadn’t been at his house at nearly midnight, how the Midnight Channel had 
flickered on, and how she could clearly tell it was Justin. Unfortunately, when she 
broke the news to everyone else, they had a hard time believing her. And by that | 
mean they didn’t believe her at all. Chie was pissed to say the least. She had seen 
him clear as day on that screen, there was no denying it was him. 


“Calm down, Chie.” Yu spoke up calmly. “You’re probably just imagining things. It 
didn’t even rain last night, so how would the Midnight Channel be on? The television 
was probably already on and you didn’t notice.” 


“What? It DID rain last night, don’t you remember it sprinkling out!?” 
“| don’t.” Yosuke spoke up. 


“Me neither.” Yukiko added in agreement. Yukiko was probably the only one in the 
room that half-believed Chie, but even then, she was having a hard time believing 
that a psychopath like Justin wouldn’t be able to fight off his attackers, in his own 
home of all places. Chie groaned in anger. Why wouldn’t anyone believe me! This 
isn’t a joke; Justin’s life could very well be on the line here! 


“Well, it was!” 


“Alright let’s assume for a second that it did rain last night, and the Midnight 
Channel aired. What makes you so sure it was Justin?” Yosuke spoke up. Assume 
nothing, it happened! 


“| don’t know how to explain it, it just looked like him!” 


“Did he have one of those ‘programs’?” Yu added, trying to clarify some of the 
facts. 


“W-Well no, it was still one of those silhouette ones.” 


“Well alright then. Even if it was Justin, which | doubt, he’s not in the TV yet. He’s 
fine, Chie. We'll just look around for him after school.” Yosuke spoke, trying to be 
reassuring, but instead sounding incredibly cocky. 


“But he’s missing!” 


“We don’t know that. It’s not like we could call him and confirm or anything since 
you seem to have his phone for some reason.” 


Chie slammed her hands on her desk. How was she not getting through to these 
people, people who were supposed to be her friends, people who were supposed to 
trust her when she made claims like this? | mean, why would she lie about this? 
Why would she tell them Justin was in the television if she wasn’t one hundred 
percent sure? 


“He left it because he got kidnapped!” 

“He left it because he forgot it.” Yosuke said matter-of-factly. 
“Broken on the floor!?” 

“Yeah, probably slipped out of his pocket.” 


That was it. Chie had had enough of this bullshit. She clenched her fists and gritted 
her teeth before shouting at the three of them. 


“UGH, Screw you guys! If you guys won't help, I'll look for him myself!” 


Before the others could so much as react, she turned around and dashed out the 
door, Yosuke shouting her name to try and get her to come back. It was no use 
though, she was gone long before she had even turned to leave that room. 


“C-Chie, wait!” Yukiko called out to her from her seat, her hand out reached to the 
door. She sighed with concern, her out stretched hand growing slightly limp as Chie 
made her way out the door, not so much as a hesitation in her step at Yukiko’s 
attempt to stop her. Yukiko turned to the others, slightly irritated at how poorly they 
had handled this situation. “Why won’t you two believe her?” 


“Because her story has more holes in it than Swiss cheese.” Yosuke joked. 


“Well Chie clearly believes it for a reason!” Yukiko scolded the two. Yosuke and Yu 
hung their head in shame. Yu especially. 


“It’s just... She says he’s already been kidnapped, yet he hasn’t appeared on the 
television screen yet. It just doesn’t make any sense.” Yu tried explaining his 
thought process. 


“What if it’s showed up before?” 
“Impossible, we would have noticed.” 


“We didn’t seem to notice it rain last night.” Yukiko countered. Yosuke and Yu 
looked at each other. They still weren’t entirely sure it DID rain last night, but it did 
seem like a stupid thing for Chie to lie about... And it’s not like they would have 


seen the Midnight Channel, because they had all been watching regular TV at that 
time for the last few days. 


“So you think this wasn’t the first time he’s been on TV?” Yosuke questioned. 


“| don’t know. It makes sense though.” Yukiko reasoned out loud. “Whatever the 
reasoning, Chie wouldn’t have just left school like this if she wasn’t serious. Her 
parents will give her such a hard time if they ever find out she skipped class.” 


Yosuke sighed. “Well... Isn’t it supposed to rain tonight? Maybe we should check for 
ourselves. If he was kidnapped yesterday, then the program should show up today, 
right?” 


“Yosuke might be onto something. If it happened late enough at night, whoever’s 
responsible for putting the program up might not have had enough time to air it, 
right?” 


“Maybe...” 
“So then it’s settled. We’ll look into it tomorrow.” 


The three all nodded in agreement, though they immediately went back to a 
worried state of mind. They didn’t know what was going on with Justin, but they did 
know what was going on with Chie. Yosuke crossed his arms and sighed. 


“Someone should really go get her.” 


“But the bells going to ring soon.” Yukiko countered. Clearly she wouldn’t be the 
one to do it. Yosuke groaned slightly, closing his eyes. 


“Well... | already have a shitty attendance record as it is. Might as well.” He 
muttered aloud, before standing up and making his way out of homeroom. Yu 
sighed slightly. He wasn’t even sure what to believe anymore. He just hoped for 
everyone’s sake that Chie had been wrong. 


“Ugh... My head is killing me...” Justin groaned, his eyes still closed as he rolled over 
to his back on the cold, hard floor he had awoken on. He opened his eyes only 
Slightly; just enough to realize he wasn’t in his house. The room was dark, no 
noticeable signs of light anywhere. He could feel the texture of concrete below him 
along with... OH HOLY FUCK THAT BURNS. Justin pulled his hand back, shaking it 
Slightly. He had in avertedly shoved his hand straight into barbed wire, and it stung 
like a bitch. He was bleeding slightly, but then, Justin didn’t really care. He placed 
the fingers on his other hand up to his forehead, rubbing at it slightly. Looking up, 
he could also see chains hanging down from the ceiling, some dangerously close to 
where he laid. Which would be fine under normal circumstances, but some seemed 


to have hooks on them. What kind of fucking death trap did Justin wake up too? He 
was about to stand up and get his bearings when he heard an all too familiar voice. 


“Well look who’s finally waking up! Sleeping beauty himself!” 


Justin groaned slightly. He was about to stand up to confront his shadow again, 
though that was immediately thwarted by his shadow thrusting his cane straight 
into Justin’s stomach, shoving him back into the ground, his back flat against the 
dirty cement floor he had awoken on, his arm just scratching against the end of the 
barbed wire that had strategically been placed at seemingly random indentations 
around him. 


Justin looked up, a glare on his face as he starred into his shadow’s eyes. His 
shadow was different this time. He had been wearing what looked like a dictator’s 
uniform; only, there were a few noticeable ‘accessories,’ for lack of a better word. 
He had been wearing what looked like a red bandana along the right side of his 
chest, over his shoulder and around his arm. His shadow was wearing fingerless 
black gloves, chains wrapped all along his wrists, starting and ending perfectly 
around where Justin’s gaunt wraps had been. He had cloth running down where the 
jacket met his pants, red and torn, wrapping from the sides of each leg all the way 
along the back. It was blood red, much like the bandana along his chest. And that 
dictator hat had an icon printed in the dead center, a golden olive branch crown 
wrapped along it. The icon was a red fist sticking up, a hammer in its hand. 


“What the fuck is this?” 

“That would be a cane. You should know, you use it all the time.” 
“| mean the room, smartass. 

“This, my friend, is hell. Your hell to be more precise.” 


“| didn’t know my hell was that room from Saw 3. Or Saw 4. Or Saw 5, 6, and 7.” 
Justin smirked. It’s like his shadow had just decided to throw every sharp and pointy 
thing he could find into some dark abandoned warehouse and called it a day. Much 
to Justin’s displeasure, however, his shadow only smirked back. 


“Do you always judge a movie by the first ten seconds? My friend, this is 
only the beginning of your suffering.” 


“Well if it’s anything like the rest, | think I'll be fine. | needed a vacation anyway.” 


His shadow glared at him for a brief moment, removing his cane from its resting 
place on Justin’s chest. Justin took that as his opportunity to stand up, but was 
instead met by his shadow kicking him in the ribs. Justin gasped out in pain slightly, 
grabbing at his side slightly as he rolled over on the other. The shadow only smirked 
making his way closer to Justin’s head. 


“You really should learn to keep that snide little mouth of yours shut. It’Il 
get you into real trouble someday. Oh, and one last thing...” 


Justin looked up at the shadow from the corners of his eyes, still gasping in pain as 
he held his side. His shadow kicked hard. Might have been those iron tipped boots 
he was wearing that did the trick. The shadow laughed slightly, his yellow eyes 
seeming more intense than ever before. 


“Welcome home.” 


The last thing Justin saw before losing consciousness was his shadow’s booth 
crashing down upon his face. 


December 7, 2009 


“Teddie? You here?” Maya called out, the sound of her voice echoing in the strange 
landscape. Justin let go of his grip on Maya’s wrist as he finished coming through 
the screen, pulling down on his shirt slightly in the process. 


“| cannot seriously believe we’re doing this again. What, one brush with death 
wasn’t enough?” 


“We’re all in love with dying; we’re drinking from a fountain.” Maya smirked slightly 
from where she was standing 


“Pouring like an avalanche coming down the mountain; yeah, yeah, very cute.” 
Justin groaned. Usually quoting random songs as a smug remark was his thing, 
though he was starting to realize how that could get annoying very quick. Especially 
considering Maya only seemed to quote Pepper. For a girl who listened to 
psychedelic rock, you’d think she’d have a wider repertoire of lyrics to choose from. 
Nope. Pepper. That’s it. 


Maya called out for Teddie a second time, though she was interrupted mid-sentence 
by a tapping sensation at her leg. Apparently Teddie was short enough that neither 
had noticed him walk up to them. 


“I-I’m right here...” 


“Oh... Sorry Teddie. Was looking right over your head.” Maya grinned before 
reaching out and patting him on the head. Teddie seemed more than a little excited 
by the motion, much to Justin’s disgust. Though, he did have to make a mental note 
to himself to ask Maya if that felt like a suit or if that was actual fur. 


“So... Teddie... What IS this place?” Justin interrupted. 


“Wh-what do you mean?” 


“Well, where did this place come from? Why is it inside a television? Why the hell 
does it look like where we come from?” 


“| don’t know. This place has always been like this.” 


Justin sighed slightly. He couldn’t imagine that whatever this Teddie thing was that 
he was immortal, able to live forever despite age. It wouldn’t be unlikely that Teddie 
hadn’t even been around in the beginning, though that would beg the question of 
where Teddie came from. And more importantly, when WAS the beginning. 


“Who would have imagined a whole ‘nother world inside of our televisions... Well, 
YOUR televisions.” Maya clarified. She didn’t have a television, of course, so saying 
our just didn’t sit right with her. 


“| still say | died and went to hell at some point.” 
“Well then what am | doing here?” Maya countered. 
“It just wouldn’t be hell without you, sweetheart.” Justin joked. 


“Well glad to know I’m an essential part to your eternal suffering.” She choked up 
over laughter. At least Justin wasn’t bitching about the TV every five seconds. That 
was a plus. She paused for a brief moment after her laughter died down, a thought 
suddenly occurring to her. “You know. | don’t get something about this whole TV 
business. You said we’re the first ones you’ve seen here in a while, right?” 


“Y-Yeah?” 
“Does that mean I’m the only one who can do this? Go in the TV | mean.” 
“Well, there have been other people, but it’s been so long... | guess so?” 


Maya looked down at the ground for brief moment before chuckling silently to 
herself. She was the only person around who could do this; one of a kind, a class 
act, special even. And she felt good about it. Really good. Justin, not so much. He 
didn’t like the looks of this place one bit, and he didn’t want Maya constantly going 
in and out of what could possibly be a death trap. After all, Teddie did say it was 
dangerous that one time, right? So why the hell had the two of them bothered 
coming back? 


“Well, if I’m the only one who can come in here, this would be one hell of a hiding 
spot.” 


“You say that like you’re the one who has to constantly run away from their 
parents.” 


“You say that like you haven’t been with me everytime I’ve jumped into the 
television,” Maya rebutted. 


“You say that like | could somehow go to your house, grab your wrist, and jump into 
a television while my father chases me around with a broken bottle.” 


“What if | just cut off a finger and give it to you. Then you can go in anytime.” Maya 
joked. 


“| think I’d rather take the broken bottle.” 
“Good, cause | wasn’t going to saw my finger off for you.” 
“| would most certainly hope you weren't!” 


Maya chuckled for a brief second before her eyes widened a bit, an idea suddenly 
striking her. “Wait a second, this WOULD make a good hiding spot...” 


“Yeah, | think we just said that.” 


“No, no, not like hiding US, like hiding objects, things we could carry in with us and 
leave here.” 


“Okay...? | don’t know why we would ever want to do that.” 


“I can think of a good reason.” A wide grin suddenly swept Maya’s face. She had 
just been struck by a wonderful idea. Jumping into televisions may not be a 
wonderful power or anything, but it could still lives. In this case, it would save 
herself from poverty. 


“Chie, wait up!” 


Chie was standing in front of the television to Junes, her fingers already phasing 
through the screen when Yosuke came rushing around the corner. Chie blinked 

twice in confusion before pulling back on her arm, removing her hand from the 

screen. 


“Yosuke? What are you doing here?” 


“Trying to catch you, idiot!” Yosuke gasped as he came to a full stop in front of 
Chie. Chie groaned slightly once she realized what Yosuke meant by that. /t’s not 
enough that you’re not gonna help, you’re gonna try and stop me too? Screw you! 


“If you don’t want to help, that’s fine, but you’re not stopping me from going after 
him, Yosuke.” 


“No, no, listen; we believe you. But we all think maybe we should just wait it out a 
day, see what happens with the Midnight Channel.” 


“Wait it out for a- Yosuke, he’s in there alone with his shadow as we speak! We 
can’t waste any time!” 


“Let’s assume you're right, and he’s already in the television. He’ll be fine until the 
fog rolls in, right?” 


“Yosuke, you realize we’re talking about Justin, right? He’ll get pissed off at his 
shadow within seconds. Are we REALLY going to leave him alone in there for a day?” 


“Alright, well, if he’s been kidnapped, shouldn’t Justin’s program be airing today?” 
Yosuke added, trying to scrape together as many reasons as he could to get Chie to 
back down for the moment being. 


“This isn’t for entertainment you sick--“ 


“No, not like that, you idiot! If we watch the program when it airs, we’ll know what 
Justin’s shadow is supposed to be like, right?” 


“Except we've already SEEN Justin’s shadow.” 


“It could change...” Yosuke added sheepishly, trying to defend his idea. Chie starred 
at him for a while. Yosuke was right to a certain degree, but Chie didn’t want to 
leave Justin in there for even a second more than he had to be in there. She was 
about to open her mouth to say something when suddenly the two heard ringing. 
Yosuke blinked twice as he recognized the Geico ringtone. 


“Chie... You don’t have the same ringtone as Justin by any chance, would you?” 


“No, | have Justin’s cell phone on me.” Yosuke gave her a funny look before she 
reached into her pocket to check the caller id. It was a 310 number. Chie glared at 
the phone for a brief moment. This was all HER fault. If she hadn’t interfered with 
Justin’s life, none of this would be happening right now. And what the hell was that 
stuff about mugging someone yesterday. She knew Justin could be rebellious, but 
mugging someone? Gunning someone down in cold blood? She knew damn well 
Justin wasn’t capable of that, even if he questioned it himself. Which only left one 
other person who could have possibly been to blame for the idea; Maya. She 
wanted to just throw the phone across the room right now in fury, but for some 
reason, Chie instead opted for opening the phone and pushing it against her ear. 


“Hello Maya.” Chie spoke into the phone. Yosuke’s eyes widened with surprise. 
Maya? When the hell did they manage to get into contact with her? And how the 
hell did Chie know it was her before she even spoke up? Did she have Maya’s 
number or something? 


Uh, hello...? Wh-Who is this. 


“My name’s Chie Satonaka. I’m Justin’s girlfriend.” She paused ever so slightly 
before the last word in her sentence, as though she wasn’t comfortable announcing 
that to someone she barely knew. 


Girlfriend!? Justin has a girlfriend!? 


“Yep.” Chie answer after a slight pause. There were a lot of things she’d rather have 
said instead. Jealous much? Wouldn't you like to know? None of your business slut. 
But Chie decided to keep it civil to a certain degree. Maya had to have had a reason 
to be calling back after her little charade last night. “What do you want now, Maya? 
Do you realize how much trouble you’ve cau--“ 


No, and! don’t care. Is Justin there? 


“Yeah, | just totally stole his phone to answer this expensive overseas call because 
we’re all just sitting around the campfire eating marshmallows. No he’s not here.” 


Shit! Look, Justin might be in trouble... Chie blinked for a moment, staring at the 
television next to her. She had a fairly good idea what Maya was talking about. 
Maya had proceeded to start talking again, but Chie didn’t hear a word of it. She 
was too busy talking over her. 


“You saw the Midnight Channel didn’t you?” 
There was suddenly dead silence over on Maya’s side. 
Y-You know about it? 


“It’s been airing over her for the last few months. Oh, and by the way, Justin told 
Teddi—“ 


To call me a lady; | know. Ted just told me a second ago. But, wait... How do you 
know Teddie? 


“You're not the only one who can jump into televisions you know. And wait a 
second... Did you just say a second ago? How the hell are you getting reception in 
there?” 


There was a brief pause on Maya’s end of the line. It had never crossed her mind 
that other people could jump into televisions. The only one besides from herself that 
she thought could do it was Justin, and even then, she wasn’t sure how. She thought 
maybe he had something that belonged to her that let him go through the screen. 
She suddenly felt a lot less special knowing that others could do it to. But then, 
feeling special never got her anywhere in life, apparently. 


Oh, you can get reception within a certain range of the televisions in and out. The 
TV picks up the signal and transfers it to the other side or something. | don’t know, 
there’s a lot of science invol-- 


Chie didn’t so much as respond to Maya before she closed the phone. Yosuke was a 
little confused at first, thought that changed when he saw Chie stepping through 
the television screen. 


“Hey wait! | thought we agreed we were going to... wait...” His speech slowed to a 
crawl as he followed her through the television set. He was met by the usual sight of 
Teddie standing about, though there had been someone with him; a girl, about their 
age. Yosuke’s jaw dropped ever so slightly as he laid his eyes upon her. She had 
short black hair, about neck length, with a pink pin on her left side that kept her 
bangs in place. She had green eyes and a few freckles along her nose, though 
Yosuke could have swore Justin described her as having hazel eyes. She was 
wearing a black hoodie, a red stripe going down the left arm of it, but not the right. 
It took Yosuke a while to really process that this was supposed to be Maya; perhaps 
because he was too captivated by her appearances to even think straight. 


“Maya?” Chie asked as she walked up to the girl. The girl nodded in return as Chie 
came to a full stop in front of her. 


“Chie, | assu--“ She had half been expecting a friendly greeting from Chie, but 
instead only received a slap across her face. Maya’s face scrunched down in anger 
and disbelief as she placed her hand along her cheek, a red hand print where Chie’s 
hand had collided with her face. 


“That’s for yesterday!” Chie shouted, her finger in Maya’s face. 
“For yester- | didn’t do jackshit!” 


“No, your comment only sent Justin over the edge, made him punch through a wall, 
called me a bitch, and according to a call | got from Kurt yesterday, got him into a 
pretty nasty fist fight. But yeah, other than that, you’re completely innocent, aren’t 
ya?” 


“Well what do you want me to say? He calls me up after two years of no show, and 
suddenly he’s asking about something | STILL go to therapy for!” Maya screamed 
back at Chie, her arm raised up to her side. Chie glared back at her for a brief 
moment before stepping back. Maya sighed slightly before crossing her arms in 
front of her chest, her eyes moving over to Yosuke, who had started to get more 
than a little into the cat fight that had unfolded in front of him. “Who's he?” 


Chie puffed out some hot air for a moment before turning to Yosuke. “That’s 
Yosuke, he’s a... | don’t think friend is the right word...” 


“Justin beats the crap out of him on a regular basis, doesn’t he?” 


“Yep.” Chie and Yosuke spoke up in complete unison. 


“Then the word you're looking for is ‘friend by extension.’” Maya said in a matter-of- 
fact voice, as though Justin had done this around her too. Yosuke and Chie 
exchanged a glance with each other, as though to say ‘who woulda thunk?’ 


“Alright Maya, what exactly are you doing here.” Chie spoke as she turned her head 
away from Yosuke and back over to Maya. She seemed relatively carefree a 
moment ago, a stern but otherwise neutral expression on her face, but something 
about Chie’s words made her frown, her eyes dropping down with sadness and 
concern. 


“Well... After my conversation with Justin yesterday, | decided to watch the Midnight 
Channel again; for old time’s sake, you know? But... when it came on, there was 
someone sitting there. It wasn’t ever like that when we used to watch it; it used to 
just be an empty chair. | couldn’t really make out any features but...” 


“You could tell it was him.” 


“| tried calling him last night, but he didn’t pick up. So I’ve been here with Ted 
trying to see if he could be in here anywhere.” 


“| definitely smell him here somewhere.” Teddie spoke up. 


“So he IS here.” Yosuke spoke up. He’d by lying if he said he had believed Justin had 
been kidnapped up until this point. He had thought that Chie had just blown things 
out of proportion because of their relationship. Especially hearing about that part 
just a moment ago where Justin called her a bitch. He didn’t think that was even 
remotely possible for Justin. 


“And you guys didn’t believe me! Maya... Do you... you know.” 
“Have persona?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Not in the traditional sense...” 

“What the hell does that mean?” Chie questioned loudly. 


“My shadow just sort of disappeared after | managed to outrun it this one time. | 
tried to find it a couple of times, but... It was just gone. But... Then | started going to 
therapy. Defeating your shadow isn’t the only way of controlling your emotions.” 


“| still don’t get it...” 
“Alright, I’ll show you. Yosuke, would you mind volunteering for something?” 


“Huh? S-Sure!” He practically shouted. Chie raised an eyebrow. He sounded really 
excited for some reason. 


Maya made her way over to Yosuke before sweeping his leg out beneath him, 
twisting his leg as he landed. Yosuke screamed out in pain, much to Chie’s 
disapproval. What the hell was Maya trying to do murder them all? Maya clasped 
her hands together, bowing her head for a moment, her eyes closed. She opened 
them a brief moment later, however, her entire eyes seemingly replaced with a blue 
light radiating from her skull. 


“Diarahan.” She whispered, neon blue lights swirling around her and into Yosuke’s 
leg. After a few seconds, Yosuke stopped screaming out in pain. He raised his 
eyebrows up in surprise, his mouth forming an o. 


“I... don’t feel the pain anymore!” He said lifting his leg up and down. The leg Maya 
had just broken just a moment ago had been fully healed. Hell, it felt better than it 
ever did before. Maya closed her eyes again, the blue light subsiding into her. When 
she opened her eyelids once more, her eyes had returned back to their previous 
green color. 


“Sorry about that Yosuke.” She apologized, rubbing at the back of her neck. “I didn’t 
hurt you too bad, did |?” 


“N-No, it’s cool. My leg feels better than ever.” He smiled that wide grin of his 
before he stood back up. Maya gave a slight nod of acknowledgement, a smile 
sweeping across her face as well. 


“Wow, that was amazing.” Chie spoke up from her end. 


“It takes a lot out of me though.” Maya countered. Actually, looking at her now, she 
did look pretty exhausted, and this was only supposed to be a demonstration. What 
if she actually had to use her abilities out on the field? Chie didn’t want her to strain 
herself, even if Justin’s life was on the line. 


“Maybe we should go together on this one.” Chie spoke up. She didn’t really like 
Maya, but they could use all the help they could get, and she knew Maya was just 
gonna end up looking anyway. 


“| agree!” Yosuke shouted. 


“No one asked you.” Chie countered. Maya simply chuckled a bit at the two. Chie 
responded by shooting Maya a confused glare. “What? Something on my face?” 


“Oh man, | can see what Justin sees in you.” Chie’s face grew a bit red with 
embarrassment. She wasn’t even sure if that was supposed to be a compliment or 
not. 


“Hey, now that you say that... Something strikes me a bit odd about your story.” 
Chie spoke up. “You said you came here because you say Justin on the Midnight 
Channel, right? But... isn’t the rumor that spread over in California that you see 


your soulmate? So then when you say Justin in the Midnight Channel, does that 
mean you thought...” 


Maya’s eyes widened, her cheeks turning red immediately. “Uh... W-well, | uh...” 


“That’s what | thought.” Chie’s eyebrows dropped into a glare for a brief moment. 
Sure Maya didn’t know Justin was accounted for, but she still felt almost like Maya 
was trying to best her, to steal Justin away from her. She wasn’t gonna have any of 
that. 


“N-No, seriously, It’s not like that--“ 
“Yeah, whatever. Just keep it to yourself.” 
“| didn’t take you as the jealous type, Chie.” Yosuke joked from behind her. 


“Shut up!” Chie responded back. Yosuke couldn’t help but laugh at how pissed she 
was getting at Maya for what may or may not have been a crush. 


“Hey, while we’re asking questions...” Yosuke spoke up, changing the topic, “This 
might seem like a strange question but, uh... What color are your eye?” Chie and 
Maya both shot him a confused glance. Chie wasn’t exactly sure now was the best 
time to be flirting with Maya. Maya apparently thought Yosuke had the same motive 
given that she had been blushing. No one had ever asked her about her eyes 
before, let alone a complete stranger. 


“Uh... Green... Why?” 
“Justin told us they were hazel.” 


“H-He did?” Maya seemed to blush harder. She hadn’t known Justin had actually 
kept a note of her eye color; even if he was completely wrong. She couldn’t blame 
him though, given that to him, her eyes probably were hazel. Chie shot her a glare 
from the side, though Maya didn’t see it. “Oh, uh, well | used to wear color contacts. 
See?” 


Maya stuck her finger against her eye before removing it, a contact stuck to the tip 
of her index finger. Her eyes still looked green to Yosuke, so she clearly wasn’t 
wearing colored contacts now. Maya looked off to the side a moment; her cheeks 
still red, before putting the contact back in her eye. Yosuke smiled at her slightly. 


“| don’t understand. Why would you want to change your eye color? | think green 
looks beautiful on y- Err... I-l mean...” 


“Oh my god, get a room you two.” Chie finally spoke up, having enough of the 
awkward flirting Yosuke was trying to do. Maya’s face was completely red at this 
point. She had never had someone try to flirt with her before. Most people just 
tended to ignore her because she always wore the same thing, or because she was 


a tomboy. She wasn’t exactly the most attractive girl out there in that regard. 
Yosuke’s face was a bit red too. He didn’t mean to sound like he was flirting, but... It 
sure as hell sounded that way. 


“Uh... Sorry, | didn’t mean it like that...” Yosuke added, his cheeks slightly red. 


“I-It’s okay...” Maya stuttered before trying to answer his question, “Green’s not 
really a natural color, so | figured hazel would make me look better. Though | had to 
stop using the color contacts when | started coming here.” 


“Huh? Wh-what do you mean?” Yosuke questioned. 


“Well, | couldn’t wear those glasses like you guys are right now, because my 
prescription just made everything | saw through them blurry. So, Teddie ended up 
making me a pair of contacts instead. Same prescription and everything, so | just 
started wearing these instead.” Teddie smiled widely as Maya patted him on the 
head. That was usually how she ended up acknowledging he did something good; 
though it seemed Teddie thought that was supposed to mean something entirely 
different. 


“Huh. | always did wonder what would happen if someone already wore glasses 
when they came in here.” Yosuke spoke up. 


“What do you mean? You guys come in here with Justin, right?” 
“Yeah, but he doesn’t wear glasses...” Yosuke added questioningly. 


“He has a bad left eye, so he wears a contact in it.” Chie bit her bottom lip. He most 
certainly did have a bad left eye, but not in the way Yosuke or Maya probably 
thought he did. She debated filling Maya in on it, but she figured it just wasn’t worth 
it. Besides, Justin doesn’t need Maya showing up to rescue him questioning him 
about what happened to his eye. “He always joked about getting a monocle instead 
though.” 


“| can totally picture Justin doing that.” Yosuke chuckled. Chie sighed slightly before 
deciding to put an end to the discussion about Justin’s eye. 


“Alright, so we'll all go looking for him tomorrow then.” She said, as though awaiting 
confirmation. Yosuke smiled at her, happy to have convinced her that they needed 
to wait it out. Of course, it hadn’t been Yosuke that had managed to sway her 
opinion; it was the fact that Maya looked completely exhausted; not only from her 
show of healing magic either. She looked like she hadn’t slept in over twenty four 
hours. 


“Tommorow? Wh-what about today?” Maya questioned, a slightly irritated tone to 
her voice. 


“We have two other friends with Persona.” Yosuke explained, “But they want us to 
wait it out for a day, see what happens on the Midnight Channel tonight. If we go 
tomorrow, then all five of us can go look for him at once.” 


“But--“ 


“He’s right.” Chie interrupted, “As much as | hate having to wait it out, we might get 
some valuable information by watching Justin’s program tonight. Besides, if Justin’s 
shadow is as bad as | remember it being, we’re going to need Yu and Yukiko too.” 


“Y-You guys Saw Justin’s shadow too?” Maya added after a short period of silence. 
“Wait, you saw Justin’s shadow?” 


“Y-yeah, he showed up at the same time as mine... He...” Maya turned her head 
away from the two, opting to look at the ground, her bottom lip clenched between 
her teeth. Justin’s shadow had said a lot of things to the two, a lot of which were 
unpleasant. Neither really believed that these two things were actually them at the 
time, so she just shrugged it off. But now, knowing that a shadow is actually hidden 
emotions... Some of those comments especially hurt. “He was a real asshole.” 


“Ugh, | know...” Chie spoke up, a look of slight disgust on her face. 


“You remember that ‘bro with a vagina’ remark?” Yosuke added jokingly. Chie’s 
addition of a smack to the backside of his head wasn’t in quite as much jest. “Ow! 
What the hell is that for!” Chie just huffed at him before crossing her arms and 
looking in the opposite direction, a slight pout on her face. If Yosuke didn’t know 
why he got slapped upside the head for that comment, she wasn’t going to explain 
it to him. “Well, at least Justin usually gives him shit for it.” Yosuke added rubbing 
the back of his head. 


“Usually? W-wait a second, you guys have run into him before?” 


“He shows up from time to time.” Chie shrugged. Maya sighed slightly, placing her 
forehead against the side of her hand. 


“Alright | guess... We'll wait till tomorrow...” 


11:59 


Chie was starring at her screen intently, her heart racing, her breath heavy. She 
didn’t have the slightest doubt in her mind that Justin would have one of those 
programs today. Part of her didn’t want to watch whatever twisted things his 
shadow was going to do on live air, but she had to. She needed to know what they 
were in store for, what they’d need to be prepared to face. She bit her bottom lip as 


she swapped her gaze back and forth between the alarm clock and the television. 
She could honestly say, that this had been the longest minute of her entire life. 


12:00 


Chie turned her attention over to the screen. It usually took a few seconds for the 
television to kick on after her clock hit midnight. Her clock was probably ahead a 
few seconds. It took a moment, but the screen was eventually engulfed in static, a 
clear image fading into view. Chie’s mouth slipped open slightly as she saw Justin’s 
shadow standing there, wearing a dictator’s uniform, standing in front of a fire of 
some sorts. She didn’t want to Know what it was he had set on fire. The shadow 
turned to the camera, a smirk on his face. 


“Good evening, you fucking swine. | am your new leader, your master of 
puppets, your conqueror, king, and lord. And let me tell you folks, if 
you’ve been praying to the man upstairs, you’ve been praying to the 
wrong god, because now | control your fate.” 


It took every fiber of Chie’s being not to plug the TV in and turn it on, cutting off the 
image on her screen. That dictator’s uniform, this whole ‘conqueror’ thing. She 
didn’t like what Justin’s shadow was implying. Not in the slightest. And she certainly 
didn’t get any good vibes by the sudden roar of metal music in the background. 


“The end is near, you Ritalin rats. | am the one throwing the dice now, and 
let me tell you something. The game’s been rigged since the start, and the 
house always wins. | shall burn this pathetic land to the ground, building 
by building, person by person. And if you’re the man of your household, 
you better hide your wife and children, because they’II be the first to go. 
Humanity is but a blight, slowly killing itself off with its own greed and 
dishonesty. But that’s okay. | shall purify the lands, and bring humankind 
salvation through death.” 


“This... This isn’t Justin...” Chie murmered to herself. Sure, Justin had been an 
anarchist of sorts, but... Death through salvation? Purifying the lands? Something 
wasn’t right. Her ears tingled slightly as the uproar of guitars seemed to amplify 
from behind Justin’s shadow. Chie had to wonder where the hell the music was even 
coming from. She didn’t see any speakers anywhere, or anything along those lines 


“Lashing out the action, returning the reaction, weak and ripped are torn 
away! Hypnotizing power, crushing all that cower, battery is here to stay! 
Smashing through the boundaries, lunacy has found me! Cannot stop the 
battery! Pounding out aggression, turns into obsession! Cannot kill the 
battery!” The shadow started chanting in time to the music pounding behind him, 
his fist thrown into the air, a hammer within its grip. The shadow smirked for a 
moment before lowering his fist and getting up close to the camera. So close that 
all you could see was the shadow’s eyes and mouth. 


“And for that special someone at home...” 


Chie’s eyes widened. Justin’s shadow was clearly trying to address her. She bit her 
bottom lip and clenched her hands into fists. 


“Try to save your little boyfriend and | will make sure his misery and 
suffering is long and painful.” The shadow’s lips curved upwards in a twisted 
smile before the camera flipped off, not so much as another word. Chie was 
speechless as the screen flipped off. The last part was obviously just his shadow 
talking, but... Was all that ‘purification’ bullshit what Justin really felt? Her thoughts 
were interrupted by the sound of her phone ringing. It was Yosuke. She pulled out 
her phone and pressed to her ear. 


“Yosuke...” 

Was... Was that Justin’s hidden feelings?” 

“| hope not...” 

Don’t worry... His shadow’s just bluffing. We'll save him. 


“Y-Yeah...” Yosuke sighed slightly on his side. Justin’s shadow looked like some sort 
of nazi; and then when he outright addressed Chie from the screen. He knew she 
was panicking on the inside right now. | mean, if you found out your boyfriend was 
secretly trying to wipe out the humanrace, you probably would be too. Yosuke 
didn’t believe that was how Justin really felt for a second, though. Sure, Justin 
wasn’t exactly the sanest person out there, but he didn’t have it in him to do 
something on this scale. 


Alright.... Try to get some sleep... 
“Yeah... | will...” 


She didn’t. 


